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shr'Hness of Italy, the clarity of Paris, For the first
time in five years his nerves felt coated. Even those
features of his native land which offended the aesthetic
soul, were comforting, The approaches to London, the
countless awful little houses, of brick and slate which
his own great-grandfather 'Superior Dosset' Forsyte,
had helped, so his father had once told him, to build;
the many little new houses, rather better but still bent
on compromise; the total absence of symmetry or plan;
the ugly railway stations; the cockney voices, the lack
of colour, taste, or pride in people's dress-all seemed
comfortable, a guarantee that England would always be
England,
And so Fleur was running that canteen! He would be
seeing her! He would like to see her! Oh, yes!